


Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

Mar. My thankes fweec Madame. Is the winde Wefterly that 
blowes ? 

Leon, South- weft. 

Mar, when I was borne, the winde was North, 

, £<w*. Waft fo? . '2.: . 

A Mar. My father, asNurfe faith, did never feare, but crk$ 
good lea-men to. the Saylers, galling his Kingly hands hailino 
ropes, and^lafping to the Maft, endured a fea that almoftburft 
thedecke. 

Leon. When was this ? . ; 

CMar . w hem I. was borne, never was waves nor winde more 
violent, and from thekdder tackle, wafhes off a canvas clymer, 
ha, faith one, wilt out ? and with a dropping induftry they skip 
from fterne tofterne: the Boat-fwaine whittles, and. the Mailer 
calls and trebles their confufion, 

Leon. Comedy y oar prayers. 

Mar, what meaneyou ? 

Leon, if you require a little fpace for prayer, I grant it, pray; 
but be not tedious, for the gods arequicke of care, and I am 
fworne to doe my worke with hafte . 

Mar. Why, wiH you kill me ^ 

Leon. T O fatisfte my Lady. 

Mar, vyhy wouldfhehaveme kiid now?asI can remember 
by my trotn, I neyerdidher hurtin al l my lif e. T never fpake 
bad word, .nor. did ill turne to anyfiving creature : beleeveme 
now, I never kiida Mouie, nor hurt a Flier! trod upon a worme 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre. 

Enter ‘Pirates, 
pirat, I • Hold villaine. _ 

Com*^vc»V 

board fodainly. S nter Leonine. 

and they la?fnd throwne into thefca. 

on her not: carry her aboard,: it (he remaine, 

■Whom they have raviiht, muftby mebeflam^ ^ ^ 

_/ : the thysc'S dticCs 9 

c pander* *BbnU* 

pZ&r\ Search the market narrowly, MetaTme is foil of gal- 
lants, wee loft too much money this mart^by being too wench- 

k fu We. Were never fo much out of 

aoore three, and they can do no more than they tan do, and they 

with continuall a&ion, are even as good as rotten. 

Pander-, Therefore lets have trelh ones what ere we pay for 
them, if there be not a confcience to be ufde in every trade, wee 

Ikall never profper. ; , . . <; • , 

-Band, Thou fait ft true, tis not4our bringing up ot poors ba- 
ftards, as I thinke I have brought fome eleven. . . , 

Boult. I to eleven, and brought them downe againe. 

But fhall I fear-ch the market? . ' . , 

Baud Whatelfe man ?theftuffe we nave,aftrong winde wili 
blow itto peeees, they are fo pittifully fodden. . 

Pander. I hou faift true, there’s two unwholfome in coma- 
ence, the poore Tranfilvanian is dead that lay with the little 
baggedge. 

Boult, I, fhe quickly poupt him, fhee made him roaft-meate 
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